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ARGUMENT. 



At a brilliant fde, champttre which takes place on the banks of the river 
Saone, near the city of Lyons, Maurice Hbmok, is the gayest of the gay and the 
favorite of all— excepting one, bis own cousin Gaspard, who is envious of his 
popularity, and still more of his wealth, inherited from a lord, kia alike to 
both the cousins. It so happens that a little street-singer, Valerie Oadoche, 
passing that way with her blind, old father,, at the close of the <lay, is accosted 
by some of the revellers and obliged to sing for them. MAURicE^whilst at play, 
has his attention attracte<l by the song and drawn more and more from the 
game to the singer, until wlien at last, Gaspard adds open insult to the pre- 
vious rudeness of his companions, and Valerie calls for help. Maurice throws 
down the dice and rushes to her protection. The discohifttted Gaspard renew!^ 
his vow of revenge, even wiiiut the grateful Valerie,, throwing herself upon 
her knees, with cnildish simplicity, returns thauk*^ to Heaven for the timely 
interposition: and tiie throng, but recently so frivolous, pay spontaneous 
tribute to virtue, honor and friendship (Act I.) 

With an interest in tjie. little street-singer, which Maurice would fain dis- 
guise even to himself, he has requested her to come, toge^ther with lier father,, 
to his house. The appointment is duly kept, though hot without some dif- 
flculty.'as Maurice neglects to tell Vale'rie his name, and the number of his 
liouse is forgotten by her. But a song sung by her4in tlie ^rtreet attracts her 
benefactor to the-windovv, where he is seen by her and she thus discovers the 
house. * She brings him a little bouquet of flowers, and sings for him a simple 
song wt)lch he himself has composed ami given to h**r^ describing in reality 
ills own feelings. This interview increases still more Maurice's interest in his 
little ^)?-«^/^e^. and he parts with her and lier father onlyaf'er appointing 
another interview, by which occasion he proposes to have matured his plans 
for their benefaction. (Act II.) ■■ ~ . • .. 

But this interview does not tdke place. Valerie, seized by suddeii and 
serious illness, is conveyed to the Convent of Noti'e Dame, where she remains 
many months, and, upon Ihen inquiring for Mauricu, learns that he has 
meanwhile lost his wealth, and, in ilia mortJiflcaiion, gone no onekt^ows 
whiitber. But, tliough this is true, the faithful valet of Maurice, Pierre— now 
following his old trade of Cobbler — prosecutes in his muster's absence the 
investigations for the lost Valerie, whom, unfortunately, liowever, he lias 
never seen. But meeting her he recognizes her by Maurice's? description and 
her voice— for he also happens to hear her singing at one i>f tlie wibtlows of tha 
Convent. But she, not knowing him, is alarmed at his advances, and, llnally 
when about to leave the Convent, makes Hose, daughter of the Conciergri, pr^om- 
ise not to afford any clue to "her, should he inquire there for her. Meanwliile, 
at the cqll of Pierre, Maurice l»as returned to the city and together they pro- 
ceed to the Convent.. Pierre waits at the gate, while SIaurice proce,eds to the 
door to make his inquiries. Rose responds to his ki\ock, and, at flrst con- 
fused, avails herself of the fact of the death of another Valerie, for \yhaQi even 
then the liequiem Is being chanted in the Convent Chapel, to deceive Maurice. 
She tells him **^Valerie" is dead, and In his agonizing grief he swoons away, 
being cauglit by Pierre, who cOmes opportunely forward, whilst the real 
Valerie in ignorance effects iier escape. (Act 111.) 

Five years elapse, and Valerie, through the beqvjest of an uncle, conditional 
upon her taking her mother's name, has been enabled to study for the stage, 
and lias become a successful prima donmi^ under the name of Mile. IjEcroixI 
Maurice Hemoj?. too, having connected himself with the management of the 
Grand Opera, lias risen to the position of Director, in wliich capacity he is 
obliged to wait upon Mile. Lecrotx, to procure her signature to^ contract. 
They meet without recognition on either side, for time and circumstances have 
woi ked changes which disguise th^mboth. Yet both are somehow moved, and 
MUe.SjiECRoix makes an excuse of signing the contract, to leave the room. In 
the adj'oining apartment, Maurice's own little song comes involuntarily to her 
lips, tne effect upon Mau.hice, who overhears it, being magical. But he con- 
trols his emotions, determined tosatisfy himself fully not only of her Identity,, 
but of her love for hlui, before making himself and his passion known. Upon 
her return to the room, lie therefore relers to the song as a coraposilion of a 
dear friend, and finally niniself sings it ' Mile. LECBoix—VALEKiii— implores 
to know whereheis, and Maurice, producing theflowers, now withered, shehad 
once given him, makes himself known to her Valerie's father, his eyesight 
restored, warmly welcomes Maurice— to whom the dying confession of his 
cousin Gaspakd., of tlie forgery of a will, restores infull his former posse.sslons. 
In PiERKE, elevated for his tldelity and tact, to the position of Secretary to M. 
Kemo:?, Capoche discovers an old comrade in arms, whose life he had once 
saved ; in which recognition two silver finger rings, with their owner's names 
engraved inside, exchanged upon the tleld of battle, play a part. The pate.r- 
nal sanction and blessing are given to the faithful lovers ; Piekrb imitates the 
example of M. IIemon, in.secunng the hand of Rose, whilst the friends, most 
opportunelv present at the d«?iOMe»i«ni, join in congratiilations and rejoicing* 
that the '• TreasuredXokkns " of love and friendship have been instrumental 
in bringing— after the lapse of years— true and abiding happiness. (Act IV.) j 
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'* Though no vows of love were Bpoken — 
Silent troth was kept unbroken, 
Sacred as each Tbeasukrd Token, 
Through the circling years." 

Finale, Act IV. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 
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MAURICE REMON Tenore. 

PIERRE GOJON, his Valet Buffo. 

GASP4RD DUVAL, M. Remon's Cousin Baritone- 

JEAN CADOOHE, a Veteran of La Grande Armee Basso. 
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Noblemen, Ladies, Peasants, Gypsies, Flower-girls, Nuns, Monks, Acolytes, etc. 



The scene is laid in the City of Lyons, France — the action taking place in the 
early part of the preseni century — and a period of some weeks being supposed to 
elapse between the first and second Acts, several months between the second an^ 
third, and about live years between the third and fourth. 
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DiRiecrioNS. 



STAGE SETTINGS. 

Act I.— a beautiful Qarden, with terrace at the back, brilliantly illuminated. 
Time — evening. At the r. of Stage, a gaming table ; and at the l. another table, 
with tankards, goblets, etc. 

ACT II.— A Baronial Hall, or elegant Dra wing-Room, in the house of Maurice 
Rbmon. Doors at c, r. and l., and window at l. Also, at L. of Stage, a table with 
decanters of wine, and glasses upon it ; and at R. may be a harp. Sumptuous 
sofas and chairs dispersed about the room. 

ACT III.— Scene Ist— A Street; with a cobbler's stall near r entrance, and sign 
over the door: "Pierre Q-oij on. Cobbler," Scene 2d— Courtyard of the Convent of 
Notre Dame. An imposing- building with large doorway and steps l., trees and 
shrubbery r; a high railing across the Stage at the back, with gateway c, and 
practicable street beyond. 

ACT IV.— A handsome Reception-Room in the house of Mile. Lecroix. Doors at 
c, R. and L. A carved table at r., and other elegant furniture about the room. 



COSTUMES. 

Valerie^ in Act I, a short, common dress of dark color ; and in Act II. a short dress of 
pie material, a little apron with pockets, sm.all straw hat, with flowing ribbons, 
all very tastily arranged, and guitar ; in Act III, a plain dark, or white dress, 
cloak and hood ; and in Act IV, as Mile. Lecroix^ an elegant reception or evening 
attire. 

Maurice Remotiy in Acts I and II, the dress of a young gallant of the period — knee 
breeches, doublet (in colors,) sword, etc. ; in Act III, a very plain dress with some 
what shabby cloak, and a slouched hat; and in Act IV, a plain but elegant pro- 
fessional costume of black velvet, black stockings, perruque and chapeau. 

M. Cadoche^ in Acts I and II, a well-worn military dress of the period ; and, as being 
blind, he may, if the keeping the eyelids closed or fixed open be found too irksome, 
wear spectacles with large dark glasses. In Act IV his eyesight is restored, and 
his dress must be handsome, according to his altered position in life, and with 
a dash of something m.ilitary about it. 

Rose^ in Act III, a peasant dress ; in Act IV, that of a coquettish lady's maid, with 
notions above her station. 

Pierre Gojon^ in Acts II and IV, the dress of a valet ; in Act III, that of a cobbler. 

Gaspard and Be Belleville — Court dresses : doublets, knee-breeches, chapeanx, 
swords, etc. 

Gentlemen of the Chorus, in Act I, Court, and peasant and gypsy costumes ; in 
Acts II and IV, Court dresses ; and in Act III, the habii of monks. 

Ladies of the Chorus, in Act I, Court dresses, peasants and gypsies ; in Act III, the 
habit of nuns ; and in Act IV, Court dresses. 

The procession of monks and nuns in Act III is to be preceded by Acolytes, (boys,) at- 
tired in cassocks, some purple and some scarlet, with short, lace' surplices, and 
carrying a cross, censers and large candles. 



N. B. — If preferred, the action of the Opera may be supposed to take place at a 
later time, and the plainer costumes of the last quarter of a century be adopted. 



Length of time, propftr%r occupied in the entire performance, about three hours. 



VALERIE; 

or, The Treasured Tokens. 



ACT I. 

THE FETE. 

Scene — A beautiful Oarden on the Banks of the river Saone, and on 
the outskirts of the city of Lyons, Time — evening, Tlie Garden 
is brilliantly illuminated, and filled with a gay thrmigy gaming y 
drinking, acrobats performing, gypsies telling fortunes, flower-girls, 
etc^ 

CHORUS. (No. 1.) 

The cares of day are o»er, 

Eve's shadows are falling ; 
To moments of delight 

Gay music is calling. 
•Ah ! 'neath the glitt'ring stars, 

In fragrani, green bow'rs, 
We'll play, and dance, and sing, 

And pass the happy hours. 

De Belleville. {Di&playing the purse just won,) 

Again, 'tis mine ! 

The game goes merrily on. 

[The game continues with renewed vigor. 

A bystander. Ah ! here comes Maurice. 
DeBelleville, {Turning to meet him,) 

The prince of all good fellows ! 

The favored of the fair ! 

And in his train come fresh delights. 

Now let the choicest vintage flow, 

'Mid sparkle of bright eyes, 

And song of liveliest zest I 

[Enter Maurice Remon, who is tcai-mly welcomed by all- 
The gentlemen. {To MAURICE.) 

A toast ! A toast ! 

Maurice. {Accepting a proffered goblet and advancing^ the rest follow- 
ing.) 

The fairest daughter 
Of the noblest vine ! 
Most flt honor to do 
The charms of the fair, — 

[Saluting the ladies. 
And deeds of the brave, — 

[Turning toward the gentlemen. 

The Vintage of Champagne ! 
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SONG.— MAURICE; {No. 2.) 
THE VINTAGE OF CHAM'PAGNE. 

(Words by J. J. Stewart, E^q.) 
1 

Ijads and lasses. 

Fill yonr glasses 
With the vintage of champagne ! 

It will cheer you, 

It will clear you 
Of all megrims in the brain. 

It will fill you. 

It will thrill you 
With the blis6 ii doth contain ; 

Oh ! a blessing 
' Past expressing 
Is the vintage of champagne ! 

2. 

Wealth unbidden 

Lieth hidden 
In the vintage of champagne, 

And more power 

In an hour 
Than a king hath in his reign. 
, With more knowledge 

Than a college 
In a lifetime can attain ; 

Oh ! a blessing 

Past expressing 
Is t^e vintage of champagne ! 
All. Oh ! a blessing 

Past expres.<5ing 
Is the vintage of champagne ! 

\All scatter again to their various pursuits except Gaspard, who stealthily 
regards Maurice loith a malignant eye, 

Gaspard, Oh, how I hate him ! 

Kin alike of one rich lord. 

Who, at his death, left him 

Sole heir to vast estate. 

And made me his dependent. 

But I am rich in hate. 

And rich, mayhap, in artitice ; 

And yet may come the day 

When he shall humbled be. 

And /, the slighted Gaspard, 

Shall have my full revenge ! 

ARIA.— Gaspard. (No. 3.) 

1. 

To th'ose who nurse the sense of wrong, 
Thro' weary days and night hours long, 
And consecrate the mind to plan 
How they may harm their fellow man. 
Revenge is sweet ! 

2. 

Nor summer warmth, nor night serene. 
Nor thought of One above, supreme ; 
Nor childhood's voice, nor gentle smile. 
Can win them from the thought aught while. 
Revenge is sweet ! 

3. 

To holier mortals may be given 



i' 



Foretaste on earthJoys of Heav'n, 



But, linked to thoughts and deeds most fell, 
The vengeful drain the draughts of hell ; 
Revenge is sweet ! 

[Gaspard rejoins his own set^ drinking, L. E?iter Gypsies^ Peasants, etc.^ 
who dance. 
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Act I ] THE TREASURED TOKENS. 7 

BALLET. (No. 4.) 

[While the revelry is at its height^ Valerie and her father enter r. 

M, Cadoche. The way is long, and I am weary. But what are these 
sounds of revehy ? 

Valerie, {Manifesting anxiety,) We liave lost our way, - dear father, 
and come upon some merry-making we had best avoid. 

M. Cadoche, Then let us hasten onward. 

[They cross to L. with quickened step^ but are suddenly observed and 
stopped by the group of revellers^ among whom is Gaspard. 

One, The pretty little street-singer ! What rare good fortune ! A 
song ! a song ! 
His Companions. Yes, yes ; a song ! a song ! 

\yAISEjRlR shrinks from them^ turns with an appealing look and gestures to 
her father^ and then^ realizing her utterly helpless condition^ sum- 
mons her self-command and sings, 

SONG— Valbbie. (No. 5.) 

1. 

In all life's troubles, 

Burdened with care, 

Hopes proving bubbles 

Lighter than air : — ^^^^ 

Where shall the /rue heart r> 

Seek for repose f 

Where And a true heart 

To lighten its woes ? 

True heart, dear heart, 

Thine would I be ; 

True heart, dear heart, 

Hasten to me. 

2. 

Though far away you be — 
Nameless, unknown — 
Tilling the fields, may be, 
, Or on a throne ; 
Thee send I greeting, 
Biding the hour 
Of joyful meeting. 
Drawn by love's power. 

True heart, dear heart. 

Thine would I be ; 

True heart, dear heart, 

Hasten to me. 

[No sooner does Valerie commence singing than Maurice's attention is 
attracted. He plays more and more carelessly^ losing as rapidly as he 
had previously won. Meanwhile^ some of the revellers have suc- 
ceeded in withdrawing CADOCHEfrorn his daughter'' s side^ without 
her perceiving it. Upon the completion of the song the young men 
crowd around Valerie with fresh importunities. 

The Group, {Applauding,) Bravo ! Bravo ! 

Some. And now another. 

Others, No, no ! a dance ! a dance ! 

The Rest. Yes, yes ! a dance ! 

[Valerie, turning away affrighted^ is confronted by Gaspard, goblet in 
hand. 

Gaspard, A dance above all things: — 
She who sings so divinely. 
Should dance like an houri. 



8 VALERIE ; OR, [Act I. 

Valerie, (Eutreatinglt/,) But, Messieurs, pardon me, I pray ; if sing I 
must, to please you, at least ; to dance is not my occupation. 

Gaspard, {^Rudely offering her the goblet,) 
Ha ! ha ! what matters it':^ 
But quail* this flowing nectar, 
And throughout your youthful veins 
Shall flow, in mad'ning torrent. 
The fire of fan* Venus and gay Tei-psichore. 

SCENA.-CiUINTETTE AND CHORUS. (NO. 6.) 

Valerie, {Turning in dismay toward her father^ who is restrained by those 
around him,) 

O help ! O help ! 

M, Cadoche, {Endeavoring to reach his daughter's side^ but restrained by 

those about him.) 
My child! my child! 
Maurice, (Throwing down the dice, and rushing madly forward,) 

Stand back ! ye craven, impious souls, 
Who dare insult the poor and helpless, 
And shame your mothers and your sisters. 

[He draws his sword^ and Valerie rushes to him for protection. 

Back there ! or by Our Lady, ever blessed, 
I'll spit you on this sword, 
That ne'er has known disgrace. 

[The crowd fall back^ and Valerie, with childish simplicity^ kneels; 
while Maurice reverently lifts his hat, 

Valerie. Holy Virgin ! to a maiden's prayer 

Thou didst lend a willing ear ; 

In the moment of her dark despair 

Thou didst bring a savior near. 
Maurice. Angels, surely from above, 

"Watch'd o'er her in love. 
Both. Heav'n, to thee my voice I raise 

In grateful songs of- praise. 
Chorus. Angels, watching. 

Guarded her ways. 

]fo»T««. \ still O'er \ |f,« I thy care extend- 

From harm, O Heaven defend ! 

When friends fail, and dangers threaten. 

Timely help and succor send. 
De Belleoille. \ For thy mercy, O Heav'n, 

Cadoche. > Heartfelt thanks shall be given ; 

And thy favor extend 

To life's end. 
Gaspard. (Aside.) For this insult, by heav'n! 

Recompense shall be given ; 

And my vengeance extend 

To life's end. 
Chorus. Still defend when ills threaten 

E'en to life's end. Amen.* 

iExit Valerie and Cadoche, accompanied by Maurice, while Gas- 
pard, with menacing gestures^ slinks unnoticed away, 

De Belleville, {Looking after Maurice,) A man noble to the heart's 
core. 
AU, Aye, aye ! We love him well. 

^~^^— ^^— ■ ^-^M^—M 111 II ■■■■■■■ , ■■■»■■ I ■ I I M.l ■ ■ M^, ■■■ , I ll.>ll I I i n MMIl ■ III ■■! » ■ II I !■ I »^— 

* If preferred, Act I may end here. 
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Act tt.i TttE I'fetJAStJREb TOKEt^S. 9 

De Bellevilte, In revelry the hours have passed, 

And to what led? In sob'rer moments 
Eacn honest heart shrinks to contemplate 
IIow selfish pleasures lead to wrong. 
But one true touch of feeling 
Wakes the better nature in us all, 
And wins our hearts and voices 
To the praise of friendship. 

CHORUS.— THE PRAISE OF FRIENDSHIP. (No. 7.) 

In the praise of friendship sing, 

To its altar ofTrings bring ; 

Friendship true and friendship long, 

Be the burden of our song. 
Ladies. But for this would life be dreary, 

And the heart grow sick and weary ; 

But, by friendship crown'd sincerely. 

Life is full of happiness. 
Gentlemen. And, tho' fate fond hearts may sever, 

Friendship true will peWsh never; 

Parting may not be forever ; 

Fate may friendship's pow'r confess. 
All. Aye ! the praise of iriendship sing. 

To its altar oflfrings bring ; 

Friendship true and friendship long. 

Be the burden of our sobg. 

Aye ! the praise of frlendsnip sing. 

[End of Act I.] 



ACT II. 

MAURICE AND VALERIE. 



A Baronial Holly or elegant Drawing-Room , in the liouse of Maurice 
Remon, — The curtain, upon rising ^ discloses Maurice in company 
with a number of his friends, some reclining at ease upon the sofas 
and chairs, and others chatting in groups, 

CHORUS. (No. S.) 

1. 

Let us then be gay and festive, , 

Let us cast all care away. 
Nought should make our spirits restive — 
Life is but a holiday. 
Then be gay, all the day. 
Fly the hours quick away ! 
Let us then be gay and festive, 
Life is but a holiday. 

2. 
Let not doubtings of the morrow, 

Or sad mem'rics of the past, 
Fill our hearts with care and sorrow. 
Or our spirits overcast. 
But be gay, all the day. 
Fly the hours quick away ! 
Ward off sorrow till the morrow. 
Make to-day a holiday. 

Maurice. My friends, 'tis useless! All your kind efforts to rally my 
spirits hut serve to further depress them, by tho contrai^t thus afforded 
between the lightness of your liearts and the heaviness of my own. Go 
your way to th^fete^ and leave me, I pray you, to my melancholy. 

{His friends press around him and are about to expostulate. 
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Xay ! nay ! do not waste your own golden moments of enjoyment en- 
deavoring to alter my purpose. Here will I stay while you all seek your 
pleasure in the giddy throng, as I consult mine in remaining alone. 

Farewell, then ! farewell ! 
Chorus. Farewell, then ! farewell ! 

All. Farewell ! farewell ! farewell ! 

[Exit Chorus, c, rtsuming the song ouside* Maurice seats himself at 
the table, and remains absorbed in meditation until ths music has died 
away in the distance, 

Maurice, {Rising ) What can this mean ? Why have the pleasures 
and excitements in which I but recently took such delight lost all their 
charm for me ? 

They say that little devil, Cupid, sometimes does such things ; but then 
I, Maurice Remon, m love ; ha ! ha ! why I never yet saw the woman 
that could damage my heart, unless, perhaps, that little — but, pshaw! 
what nonsense am I running into ! A common street singer ! but a 
very sweet, pure face she has, too ; one that a Michael Angelo might envy 
as a model for a Madonna. But, enough of this : I will call Pierre, and 
see if he cannot help me to dispel the blues. 

[He rings a bell upon the table, 

[Enter Pierre, r.] 

Pierre, Did you ring. Monsieur? 

Maurice, Yes, Pierre ; I am dispirited, ennuye, bored ; can you not 
suggest something for my amusement ? Something out of the ordinary, 
fasiiionable routine of balls and parties, theaters and races. Of all these 
I am heartily sick, and want something novel and exciting. Come, now, 
I wait your suggestion. 

DUO.— Maurice and Pierre. (No. 9.) 

Pierre. Well, sir, I'll try. Just let me think— 

What do you say now to chess ? 
Maurice. That will not do. For studious games 

I have no patience, I confess. 
Pierre. I hardly know what to propose — 

But stay ! A part you might essay 

In private theatricals. 
Maurice. No, no ! 'Tis something real 1 want, 

Nor under colors false to sail. 

Or borrowed plumes to wear ; 

There is, indeed, too much of that in life. 
Both. Indeed too much 

Of that in life. 
Pierre. I'm at my wit's end— 

For something that will please you. 

Suppose you skate — 

Or buy a horse — 

Or fight a duel ? 
Maurice. These will not do. 

Both. These will not do — ^these will not do— 

jjp ? must have something new, 

Yes, s jjg ? must have something quite new. 

Yes, something strange and quite exciting, 

This only were inviting. 

To one who fashion slighting, 

Distraction requires. 

None else will answer ! 
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Maurice. Your suggestions, Pierre, it must be confessed, are " stale, 
Hat and unprofitable." Is there nothing new under the sun? No fresh 
sensation, no novel invention wherewith a man may occupy his mind and 
kill time ? Or have we got to the end of the rope, so that if ene is wearied 
witli the hackneyed experience of the world there is nothing left for him 
to do but snap the thread of life, and leave it in disgust ? And even sui- 
cide is no new thing. 

[ Walks imjoatierUly up and down 

Pierre, {Suddenly,) I have it. Monsieur. I have it ! 
Maurice, {Stopping,) Have what ? 
Fien'e, An idea, Monsieur. 

Maurice. {Drily,) Well, tliat is remarkable. If the idea is worth 
anything pray hasten to impart it to nie. 

[Again seats himself by the table 

SONG.— PiKRRB. (No. 10.) 
SINGLB AND MABSIED LIFE. 

1. 

A bachelor is like a ship 

Adrift upon the sea ; 

Nor compass true, nor anchor strong, 

Nor hayen safe has he. 

But wedded let him be — 

This picture then you'll see — 
A quiet home, a irenile wife, 
"While happy*f hildren round him throng — 
Here haven safe for all his life 
And anchor sure and strong. 

2. 
Then choose the style you most admire 
Among the ladies fair. 
And ask the maid if she will wed — 
Your joys and griefs to share. 

Brunette or blonde will do. 

So she be true to you. 
Then buy the ring, and name the day, 
And ask your friends to see you wed ; 
Leave single life ; no more delay — 
Try married life instead. 

Pierre, Yes, Monsieur, get married., that's the thing for you. Cest 
le dernier resort. Find some nice, gentle 

Maurice. {Interrupting him., and laying his hand upon Pierre'' s shoul- 
der, in mock seriousness .) It strikes me, Master Pierre, that you must 
have b(3en more than usually regular in -your attendance at church of 
iate, to have come by such excellent sentiments. But hark you. What's 
good for the master is good for the uian, and I never knew Pierre Gojon 
to be seriously inclined to tie himself down to one pretty face, 

Pierre. {Shrugging his shoulders.) Ah, no. Monsieur. It is really 
asking too much to expect Pierre Gojon to preach and practice both. 
But, with your permission, Monsieur 

Maurice. Well, what? 

Pierre. Can you bear to be told the truth by me ? 

Maurice, Perhaps so. Wliatisit? 

Pierre, {Hesitatingly,) You — you are — in — love ! 

Maurice. {Angrily.) 'Tis false, you scoundrel ; and the sooner you 
leave my presence the better it will be for you. 

Pierre, {Going out hastily.) Bless me ! but that's bearing it very like 
a bear. 

{Exit., humming refrain of the song. 
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Maurice, The impertinent rascal ! What could have put such an idea 
as that into his head? And yet, I am not so sure hut that he's right. 
Certainly, there's a sweet, innocent face ever before me when awake, 
and when I sleep it comes back to me in dreams. 

ROMANZA.— Maurice. (No. 11.) 

Ah ! simple maiden, so free from grniling, 
Thy gentle spirit hath won my heart ; 
Ah ! yes ! I love thee 1 nor fear thy chiding, 
But grieve to think that we must part. 

One way is thine and still another mine. 
Together Heaven hath cast them not. 

Nor aught confessing, my love suppressing, 
In silence must I my sorrow bear ; 

Yet, gentle maiden, whate'er betide thee, * « 

May heavenly angels guard and guide thee ! 

Maurice. Yes, it is even true. This simple, unsophisticated little 
street sin«^er has touclied my heart as it was never before touched.. Ah ! 
what would les graiides dames of my acquaintance say to tliat? Maurice 
Kemon in love witli a street singer ! A tender passion, too, hallowed by 
respect for the innocence of childliood and admiration for her devotion to 
her blind, old father. I will, at least, be their friend, watch over tlieir 
welfare, and from my own plenty relieve their wants. To-day she was 
to come here with her father, and {locking at his watch) it is already past 
the hour appointed for the interview. I wonder what can have delayed 
them. . I am all impatience to begin my new role of benefactor, and find 
a fresh zest in life in seeking to make otliers, and not, selfishly, myself 
alone happy. 

[Valerie is heard outside singing the song of Act I — " True Hearty dear 
Heart ! " 

Maurice, {Speaking during the song.) Ah ! there she is. Well I know 
the voice. I will step to the window, that, seeing me, she may the more 
readily find the house. 

{He goes to the window and opens it. 

She does not yet see me ; nor would I interrupt the sweet song which 

causes all who are in the street to throng around her There, she has 

finished (he signs to her) and recognizes me, and is now leading her 
father by the liand toward the house. 

{He closes and quits the window, 

{Introduction to Romama JVo. 11 reptoied^ as Maurice continues speaking.) 

For her sake must I manifest no other love than that a friend may feel ; 
and {earnestly) by the Heaven above ! shall this frieudsliip be ever the 
noblest, purest sentiment of my heart. 

{He advances to the door., c, and opens it, 

{Enter VALERIE and M. Cadoche, c] 
REC. AND TERZETTINO. (No. 12.) 

Maurice. (Shaking hands with Valerie.) Welcome! 

Welcome, good friends ! 
Valerie. {Curtseying. Good day. Monsieur. 
Maurice, {Giving his hand to Cadoche.) Welcome ! 
M. Cadoche. {Dejerentially .) Good day, Monsieur: 

I have the honor to salute you. 
Matirice. But why so late ? Your tardy coming 

Have I waited with impatience. 
Valerie. I fain must ask your pardon. 

That the number of the house 

I did forget. 

And then, strange to say. 

You, too, something did forgot 

That very needful 'twas that I should know. 
Maurice. Indeed ! Pray, what was that ? 

Valerie. {Archly.) Your name, Monsieur. 
Maurice, {Laughing.) Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 
All. Ha, ha ! 



Act II] THE TREASURED TOKENS. 13 

Terzkttino. 

Valerie. 'Twas vf*ry strange indeed, you must confess, 

That you forgot your name to tell ; 

That you forgot your name to tell ; 

Was very", very strange, indeed ! 
Maurice. 'Twas very strange iixdeed, I must confess. 

That I forgot my name to tell ; 

That I forgot my name to tell 

Was very, very strange, indeed ! 
Jf. Cadoche. 'Twas very strange indeed, he must confess, 

That he forgot his name to tell ; 

That he forgot his name lo tell 

Was very, very strange, indeed ! 
Valerie. 'Twas very, very strange ! 

Maurice. 'Twas very, very strange ! 

M. Cadoche. 'Twas very, very strange ! 

All. 'Twas very strange indeed, }" I [must confess, etc. 



(you ) 



Maurice, {Leading M. Cadoche to an arm-chair hy the table., and pour- 
ing him out a glass of wine.) And now. Monsieur, here is a comfortable 
chair for you, and a glass of wine — whicli pray do me the honor of drink- 
ing. 

m. Cadoche, Thanks, Monsieur, you are very kind, and I drink to 
your long life, happiness and prosperity. 

Maurice, Thank you. Monsieur, for your good wishes. {Turns to Val- 
erie,) And so, Valerie, being at a loss to find the house, you sang one of 
your pretty little songs, trusting that I would hear it, and help yoU out 
of your difficulty ? 

Valerie, Yes, Monsieur, 1 knew not what else to do, and pray you 
will pardon the liberty. 

Maurice, Oh, it was quite right, Valerie, and I am glad you hit upon 
such an excellent and successful device. 

Valerie. And see ! {calling his attention to a little hunch of flowers,) 
Are these not beautiful ? I will tell you how I got them. I was singing 
to-day in the street, and, when I had finished, an old man who sells flow- 
ers came up to me and said — '' I'm a poor man, and cannot afford to givj 
you money from the pittance I myself earn, but take these flowers with 
an old man's blessing on your good face and sweet voice." And now 
I'm going to give them to you. 

[Hands Maurice the flowers, 

Maurice, What ? and deprive yourself of them for my sake ? 

Valerie, Yes ! I love them, too ; but shall be happier to feel that I 
have given you something in return for your kindness to father and me. 
They are not worth mucli, I know ; but you will not despise them for 
that — will you ? 

Maurice, { With emotion.) No, no ! dear child. Type of thine own 
innocence and loveliness, I will cherisii them long after tlieir bright colors 
and sweet perfume are faded and gone. 

DUO.— Valerie and Mauricb. (No. 7.) 

Valerie. Yes, take these simple flowers, I pray, 

However slight the gift may seem, 

Since friendship knows no other way 
Its gratitude to prove. 
Maurice. Ah yes ! I take them, dearest maids 

And near my heart their place shall be, 

And though they soon shall droop and fade, 
So shall not die my love. 
Both. These simple flowers the truth reveal 

Of hearts by love together bound — 

And when their perfume's lost and gone 

Sweet mem'ries will be still their own. 



Manriee. Mfm'iioB of the lost oiio. 

Valc-U. Sad mein'ries 1 

Both. Yes. fonrle^t mpin'rien <-er will iling 

Vet, h&ppiDWii to know rmrl loel 
That here true frlendEhipmny be found: 
Such Irindslilp iw thexe now^n revnl, 
As f rtendHbtp pore, yet trua ns Inve ; 
Br sucli our beiirts am truly bound, 
Niir boliffiT trienrtshlp mny be found. 

'TU hitpplnesB takaovTAnd feel 
The (ruth these simple flowers rerpul. 

Maurice. But coinit, Valerie, we aii^ ue;;1c<;tlng your kikhI futlier. {He 
places a chair for Valerie at her father's side, seating hintselfby the end 
of Ike table.) Priiy U'll me, Moiiwieiir, soincrliiiis ol your former lite. 

ilf. Cadoche. (Proudli/.) hi my young days. Monsieur, I was a ciiUas- 
iiier in la Qrande Armie, autl saw many a lianl-fonglit battle lost or wou. 
Ah, Hon^cur, wlieii I nicall those (lays ol yoiitli atiil hope, unO lovo and 
glory, I torjjet my luUfortmies, ituil {rising, and mth enthn/iiasm) am still 
the cuirassier of la Grande Arm^e ! 

THE SONG 01' THE OUIRASSIER.-M. 

Ih t Ui.' cuirasBier ia tl.o Boldiur bok 
Whottghtsforeloryihot for gold ; 
Klgbt and Ipft, here and there, 
His gay plome rises everywhere.- 
!**, hla BwKl blade gU-ams 

And beneath Its Mow 
Falls 1 



Ho baldly tides 'neath bullets' b 

Tho cuirassier has a sweetheart 
Who at piirling gave him a tr«i 
And thlshegu-irdeasdearaslil 
'Till he inav- claim her tor his wi 
Ily it he swenrs. 

With beaming eye 



With martini step and lofty head. 
And wheu in sleep 

He dreams of home 

For the cuirassier is the soldier bold 
Who tights for glory, not for sold; 
And vrh-'u he home returns to dwell 
His val'roos deeds will proudly tell 

Maurice. Bravo! Bravo! Monsieur Cftdoclie. [ iiia almost teiDptcO 

become a cuirassier myself. But \>ray proeeed. 

M, Cadoche. My eyesight I lost liy lltiiess ; iiiy liitlc savings by tire ; 

d my wife by (leatli ; and now am wholly ik-peiuleiit upon my ik-ar 

lid aiul ber gift ol soug, 

Maurice, "i'ia a sad story. But come, V^crie, have you learned the 

w song I gave you? 
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Valerie, I have indeed, Monsieur, and, if it please you to hear it, will 
sing it for you. 

Maurice, Thanks, Valerie ; your audience, if small, shall at least not 

lack in appreciation. 

ROMANZA.— Valerie. (No. 15.) 

1. 
Tell me, ah ! tell me, why this sadness 

Spreads o'er my heart its gloomy pall — 
Is't that I love where love is madness, 

And hope is far beyond recall ? 

2. 
Parted our paths and that forever, 

In silence must my grief be borne ; 
Bat will I heaven pray that never 

Thy dear heart may like m^inn be torn. 

Mauricp. {Talcing Valerie warmly by both hands,) Thank you, Val- 
erie. 'Twas beautifully sung;. Such a* voice should be a fortune in itself. 

Valerie, You are veiy kind to say so. Monsieur ; but the song is a 
very sad one, I think. 

Maurice, Yes, Valerie, I was sad when I wrote it. But now, with re- 
spect to my purpose of aiding you, pray take this purse, (handing her his 
purse^) to meet your present necessities. 

Valerie. But, Monsieur — 

Maiirice, {Pressing the purse into her hands,) Nay — but no ''buts,"' 
Valerie ; it is but a just reward for the pleasure you gave me in singing 
so sweetly. And if you \^all come here again this day week, by then I 
hope to have perfected some acceptable plan for placing you in more com- 
fortable circumstances. 

[ Valerie gratefully kisses his hand, 

M, Cadoehe, {With emotion.) Words cannot express my sense of 
gratitude. Monsieur, for this most undeserved and unlooked for kindness 
— but heaven will reward you. 

Maurice, Ah ! friends, do not give rae credit for too much disinterest- 
edness ; for I assure you that in seeking to promote your happiness I am 
myself realizing a Joy that, in the pursuit of selfish pleasures, I have long 
sought in vain. 

Valerie, And now. Monsieur, with your permission, I think we must 
go. {Taking her father'' s hand,) Come, papa, the daylight is fast fading, 
and you know you do not like to be out after nightfall. 

M, Cadoehe, {Yielding to her lead,) Well, Valerie, I am ready. 

[They all approach the door,, c 

TRIO— FINALE. (No. 16.) 
M. Cadoehe. Good-bye ! G-ood-bye ! 

Maurice. Good-bye ! Good-bye ! 

Valerie. Good-bj-e ! Good-bye ! 

All. Good-bye! Good-bye! 

The sun fast sinks to rest, 

And the song-birds seek their nest ; 

Soon stars will gem the sky, 
Valerie. Therefore we must homeward hie. 

Maurice, Yes, then you must homeward hie. 

M. Cadoehe. Yes, let us homeward hie. 

All. Good-bye! Good-bye! Good-bye! Good-bye I 

{Tableau, — The chorus of young men., returning from the fete^ is heard 
outside, as the curtain slowly falls, 

CHORUS. 
Let not doubting of the morrow, 

Or sad mem'ries of the past, 
Fill our hearts with care and sorrow, 
Or our spirits overcast. 

•But be gay, all the day, ^ 

Fly the hours quick away ! 
Ward off sorrow till the morrow, 
Make to-day a holiday. 

[End of Act 11.] 
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ACT III. 

THE COIS^TRETEMPS. 

Scene 1. 

A street, with a cobblei'^s stall in front of one of the houses, near 
entrance, r. Skjn, *^ Pierre Gojon, Cobbler," over the door, Pierre at 
his work, 

THE SONG OF THE COBBLER.-PiEiinK. (No. 17.) 

1. 

A cobbler's is a happy life, 
So free from envy and from strife ; 
While others' soles he dally mends. 
Nought to disturb his own e'er tends. 

He pegs, pegs, pegs, the livelong day, 
And as he pegs, he sings away — 
"A happy life's the cobbler's free ; 
Who would not then a cobbler be ?■' 

So peg, peg, peg, so peg away ; 
Who would not then a cobbler be ? 

2. 

The anxious cares that others fe^l 
Their faces pale and wan reveal ; 
No man's my master, to obey ; 
Just as I please — I go or stay. 

I peg, peg, peg, day after day. 
Nor care a peg what others say — 
For happy is the cobbler free ; 
Who would not then a cobbler be ? 

So peg, peg, peg, so peg away ; 
Who would not then a cobbler be ? 

3. 

Let talk of love and war and fame — 
St. Crispin's favor I but claim ; 
I'll envy not the great or small. 
My awl shall be my^ allin all. 

I'll peg, peg, peg, the while I sing. 
And — singing — peg, proud as a king ; 
For happy is the cobbler free ; 
Who would not then a cobbler be ? 

So peg, peg, peg, so peg away ; 
Who would not then a cobbler be ? 

Fieri e. Yes, 'tis better to cobble away here, all alone, than to wear 
sprnce clothes, and be forever doing the bidding of another. That 
is to be a machine. Here I am a maw, myself, the possessor and 
master of my little snrroundings, humble though they be. But I must 
prepare to receive Monsieur Remon. {Eises^ and arranges his stall 
whilst speaking.) How good and kind he was to me in the days of his 
affluence, and I am neither ungrateful nor forgetful. And now, in his 
poverty, humiliation, and self-exile, who should he rely upon to prosecute 
the search for the little street singer, whom, having failed to keep her 
appointment with him, he has never again seen — yet loves with unabated 
devotion. Well, w^ell. Master Pierre, the task was no easy one — to find 
one whom you had never seen, and whose disappearance was so sudden 
and complete. But, if I mistake not greatly, the sweet voice you have 
heard in passing the Convent of Our I^ady, and the timid little figure 
with the pale face you have followed thithei', belong to no other than the 
lost Valerie. And now Monsieur K(anon shall discover the rest for him- 
self. May Heaven bless him, and prosper his search ! Ah ! here he 
comes. 

[Enter M. Remon from r.] 



Act III.] THE TREASURED TOKENS. 17 

Maurice, Good day, ray worthy Pierre, good day. 

Pierre, Welcome, Monsieur, welcome to ray humble dwelling. 

Maurice, How can I thank you for your faithful service? 

Pierre, By not mentioning it at all. Monsieur. 

Maurice, Well, well, Pierre, the day will come, I hope, when I in 
more than words my gi'atitude may show. But now I am impatient to 
proceed at once upon the traces jou have found — and Heaven bless and 
crown our eftbrts with success. 

Pierre, At once I will go with you. Give me but a moment to pre- 
pare, and I shall be quite at your service. 

[Exit, R. 
ARIA.— Maurice. (No. 18.) 

1. 

When. Fortune smiled, and friends were round jj^^ 

Into my heart an image fair found way : 
But so my pride iu chains liad bound me 
That I reiused to own its f^entle sway. 
Time passed along, and wealth departed ; 

Trod I no longer in the paths of old ; 
Under my griefs I doubly smarted 
As soon I saw how friendship had grown cold. 
Ah ! in my solitude and sorrow 

How truly do I feel the pangs of love ! 
But will I hope for happier morrow. 
For peace and joy like that from Heaven above ! 

o 

Oh, Hope ! delusive shadow ever ; 

Vain though I've found thee, still to thee I cling ; 
As from old paths my own may sever. 

Comfort and guidance to rae thou shalt bring. 
The friends of youth, long trusted blindlY- 

Mfly pass, like morning mists, from out my sight: 
Riches take wings ; Fate prove unkindly ; 
Still shalt tfum be to me an angel bright. 

"When Fortune smiled--! little knew thee ; 

Now when it irovrns— thy smile illumes my way : 
Ah, Hope ! with all thy pow'r imbue me, 
And from the darkness lead to perfect day. 

[^5 Maurice finishes^ a party oj- young men, mostly half-hitoxicaieih 
enter L, singing, Maurice adjusts his hat and cloak\ to conceal 
his features as much as possible^ and seeks within Pierre's stall, 
to avoid observation. 

"THE RUBY WINE."— Four-Part Song, Male Voice." 

(Introduced from the Composer's Grand Oxiera, "Lkoxellc") 

1. 
O, the ruby Wine ! that sparkles bright 
And cheers the heart of each gallant wight ! 
O, Wine ! Wine ! we sing thy praise, 
With gladsome hearts, in joyful lays. 
Join in the toast with laugh and shout, 
Waken the echoes round about ! 

The Wine ! The ruby Wine ! 

The Wine ! The ruby Wine : 

Maurice, (To Pierre, sorto voce.) And who are these ? I have not yet 
overcome the sense of humiliation whicli di-ove me to seek a residence 
and occupation away from the scenes and friends of former days. I 
would meet none who might know me. 

Pierre, (Observing the group carefully.) Why. there is Mon.«^ieur de 
Belleville, Colonel Lefevrier, — yes, and your cousin Gaspard, nmontj^them 
And, by my faith I it has not been long since they tasted the flavor of 
new wine, if appearances are to be trusted ; and your refusal to join 
them. Monsieur, should they recognize you, might, in their present mood, 
end seriously. 
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[Act in. 



Maurice, Well, then, let us hasten on. Concealed as I am by this 
cloak, T may pass them unnoticed. 

[Maurice and Pierre cross in front of the group to l, hut not without 
attracting the attention of De Belleville ana Gaspard; the former 
of tchom regards Maurice intently as if half disposed to address 
him^ whilst the latter stares at him in simply an impudent., defiant 
manner. This observing., Pierre, lagging a few steps behind Mau- 
rice, to distract the unsteady Gaspard'* attention^ jostles him as he 
passes, 

Gaspard, (To Pierre.) Look here, fellow ! {Sneeringly., as he recognizes 
Pierre.) Ah ! itsyow, is it? Valet turned cobbler, and the hangman 
cheated of his due ! Well, my fine fellow, if you get in my way once 
too often, I'll — {draws his stvord., hut is grasped by De Belleville)— 
send you to the devil by a shorter road than your precious master's. 

Pierre, {Regarding him contemptuously.) Bah ! 

He passes on quickly to rejoin Maurice, lohilst the angry Gaspard, 
still flourishing his sicord., is forced after his party by De Belle- 
ville. 

[Exit Maurice and Pierre, l. 

2. 

O, the ruby "Wine ! that chases care, 
And nerves the brave to do and dare ! 
O. Wine ! Wine ! we sing ihy praise, 
With gladsome hearts, in joyful lays. 
Join in the toast with laugh and shout, 
Waken the echoes round about ! 

The Wine ! The ruby Wine ! 

The Wine ! The ruby Wine ! 



[Exeunt Omnes^ r. 



Scene 2. 



The Courtyard of the Convent of Notre Dame, Rose trips down the 
steps, 

THE SONG OF THE GATE-KEEPER'S DAUGHTER— Rose. (No. 19.) 



I am the gatekeeper's daughter, 

And here I spend my days. 
Where solemn monks and nuns demure 

Pursue their quiet ways. 
I'm like the ray of light that slants 

Within their gloomy cells, 
For them the shadow, if they like ; 

Within my heart joy dwells, 

2. 

Comes one to me, and says : " My child, 

Your ribbons are too gay ; 
Your song too loud, your manners wild ; 

You should fast more and pray." 
And then another : " Hear me child, 

This world will pass away : 
'Twere best to dolf your pretty gown 

And don the habit grej-." 
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3. 

Good sisters, I a sorry nun 

Would vfry surely make, 
And, adding nought to your renown, 

Would from your credit take. 
So fast and pray, as suits you well, 
" But leave me to be gay : 

And think no harm that I'm not called 

With you to fast and pray. 

4. 

Your lives are bright with charities, 

Too noble far for me ; 
Your mission one in ways to walk 

For me but slavery ; 
But, like the bird whose blithesome song 

A cheering work may do, 
I'll hope, e'en in my simple way, 

Good deeds to share with you. 

Rose. {Looking towards the Convent door,) But here comes Made- 
raoiselle Valerie. I'm so glad I But no, I'm not glad at all, for isn't 
she going away? And I could just cry my very eyes out. Boohoo! 

[Putting her apron to her eyes^ she turns towai^ds the Convent door and is 
nearly knocked down by a porter descending the steps with Vale- 
BIE's little trunk, 

{Angrily to the Porter,) Get out, you stupid ! 

[She resumes her crying, VALERIE descends the steps and affectionately 
embraces her, 

Valerie, Why, Rose, crying ? You should not dim your pretty eyes 
for anything less than a faithless lover. 

Rose, You are going away. Mademoiselle. 

Valerie, True ; but I will not forget you ; and, as Heaven has blessed 
w^e, in restoring me to health and furnishing me, through my uncle's be- 
quest, with the means of studying for the stage, shoidd my aspirations 
be realized I shall not fail to reward your kindness. 

Rose, Oh, thank you ! Mademoiselle. 

Valerie, And now. Rose, you must promise me something. 

Rose, Willingly, Mademoiselle. 

Valerie, I have already told you of my strange pursuer. He has so 
frightened me, that I fear to see him behind each tree, each bush. 

Rose, Has he ever spoken to you. Mademoiselle ? 

Valerie, He has sought to do so, but I have avoided his approaches, 
and hitherto escaped him. 

Rose, He may mean no harm. Mademoiselle. 

Valerie, True, and my alarm may be without reason ; but, promise 
me, you will not afford any trace of me should he inquire for me ' 
here. 

Rose. I promise it, willingly. 

Valerie, Oh, thanks ! — and now farewell ! I will hasten to my 
father — so long dependent upon the kindness of strangers ; together 
we'll proceed to Paris, and there I will begin my new career, You shall 
know the result and shall not be forgotten, 
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DUO.— Valerie and Robe. (No. 20.) 

1. 

Parting is madness — meeting isgladaes.s<- 

Why should we dwell on the griefs of to-day? 
Sure as the morrow, passeth all sorrow — 

Hopeful we go on our predestined way. 
Earth hath its beauties — life hath its duties 

Idle none stand who would happiness know ; 
To each a measure of earthly xDleasure 

Sooner or later will certainly flow. 
Parting is sadness, etc. 

2. 

Sweeter the meeting — warmer the greeting — 

After the years shall have all passed away ; 
Cares left behind us, true joys will find us 

Wiser and better than we are to-day. 
So is our parting robbed of its smarting, 

On will we look through the darkness to light, 
And, our ways wending, eyes upward bending, 

Trust we and fear not — All will be right ! 
Parting is sadness, etc. 

Sure as the morrow, passeth all sorrow! 
Then dried be our tears, and banished our fears. 
As we hopefully gaze down the vista of years ! 

Valerie. Farewell, Rose, farewell ! 

Rose. Heaven bless yon, Mademoiselle ! I am sure I feel as if my heart 
would break. 

Valerie. Oh, no! Rose, — we sliall meet again, please Heaven. And 
do not forget your promise, — I would have none but 07te, save you, know 
of my retreat, and he, alas ! has surely forgotton me. And now, once 
more — ^Farewell ! 

Rose. Let me but go a few steps with you, Mademoiselle. 

Valerie. Xo, no. Rose, you had better re-enter the house at once, for 
you may be needed. Farewell ! 

Rose. Farewell, Mademoiselle, farewell ! 

[Exit Rose, l., weeping. 

[Valeria pi'oceeds toward the gate., hat., upon reaching it., starts back in 
alarm. 

REG. AND ARIA.— Valerib. (No. 21.) 

RECITATIVE. 

He comes ! my persecutor comes this way, 

And another with him— closely wrapped 

So that I cannot see his form or features. 

Hither they ccme ! What dangers threaten ! O Hearen ! 

Now that i were but safely far away ! 

ARIA. 

Faint and trembling, I behold him ; 

Why should thus my heart stand still ? 
Strange emotions stir within me 

And I lly from unknown ill . 
Can it be that ajiprehension 

Fills my soul with groundless fear ? 
Might not some well-meant intention 

Cause him thus to seek me here ? 
Still, I dare not, dare not meet him, 

Whither,— whither,— shall I fly ? 

[Theii^ noticing the trees and foliage near at hand. 

Here — I may escape detection 

Where this foliage thick extends ! 
Jleaven grants me its protection 

And my helplessness defends ! 

[Conceals herself among the foliage. 
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[Enter Maurice and Pierre, c] 

Pierre. Well, Monsieur, liere we are ! This is tiie place and there the 
door. Only an obstacle would / be, — so here I will await you. 

[Seats hiinseJf upon the marble base of the ralUng^ by the gate. 

Valerie. O Heaven ! escape is now shut off ! 
Maurice. {Advancing.) Thanks, Pierre, thanks. 



Maurice. 



Pierre. 



Valerie. 



Maurice. 



Pierre. 



TRIO.— Valbrib, Maurice and Pibrrb. (No. 22.) 

Ah ! now with hope and joy my heart is wildly beatiiig, 

Soon shall I see her whose image fills my soul ; 
Oh ! what reward for faithful trust will be this meeting, 

Past and forgotten all sorrow, as joyous years shall roll. 
Ah ! now with hope and joy his heart is wildly beating, 

Soon shall he see her whose image flUs his soul ; 
Oh ! what reward for faithful trust will be this meeting, 

Past and forgotten all sorrow, as joyous years shall roll. 

Heaven, hear my prayer ! Oh, hear my cry, entreating 
Thy gracious protection in this ray hour of need ! 

Grant that ere long the sound of footsteps, far retreating, 
May show the danger is past and gone indeed ! 

My heart now is beating to see her again ! 
Dearest one ! with joy hast'ning to this meeting, — 

1 come to thee, — ^I come ! — 

But stay and calm thy beating, O heart. Be calm ' 

— Now,— now to this joyful meeting haste, — 

Haste — ^to reap thy reward ! 

O faithful heart ! this meeting rewards 

Thy long trust. Now to thy joyful meeting 

Haste ; haste — to reap thy reward ! 



[Maurice approaches the door and sounds the knocker. Rose appear 
in answer. 



SCENA, quartette AND FINALE. (No. 23.) 

RECITATIVB. 



Rose. 



(Confused.) 



Maurice. Is there not an inmate here 

By name — Valerie Cadoche ? 
Well, yes,— no,— that is, yes, Monsieur,- 
But she is ill and sees no one. 
Maurice. {In great agitation.) G-reat Heaven ! — ill, and so near me 
• And yet I dare not see her ! 

I must ! By Heaven, — 
(Interrupting him.) Monsieur, — impossible! 



Rote. 



Maurice. 



Rote. 



Valerie. 



Pierre. 



QUARTETTE. 

Tho' near at hand, as far removed 

Am I as tho' seas rolled between ; 
O patience, throbbing heart, be still. 

Nor let thine agony be seen, 
Tho' near at hand, as far removed 

Are they as tho' seas rolled between ; 
Be still. Oh ! throbbing heart, be still — 

Lest falsehood in my face be seen. 
Escape at hand, yet now removed — 

As well the sea might roll between ; 
O patience, throbbing heart, be still. 

Nor let thine agony be seen. 
Now near at hand — no more removed 

As tho' the ocean rolled between ; 
His patient, faithful heart is still 

Bent only to regain its queen. 

CHORUS. 

Requiem SBtemem 
Dona eis, Domlne • 
Et lux perpetus^ 
I^uceat eis, 
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[I'his Choral begins outside, and a procession of Monks and Nuns^ headed 
by Acolytes bearing a large cross, swinging censers, and tall candles, 
passes through the court-yard and enters the Convent Chapel, ^lA\J- 
RICE a?K^ Pierre w/icov67' their heads and assume a reverent attitude; 
while Valerie, still hidden by the trees from their view^ falls upon 
her knees — devoutly crossing herself. BOSE also crosses herself, and 
then starts as with a sudden thought and impulse, 

BBCITATXVE. 

Rose. (Sotta voce, aside.) Another, bearing the same name, 

Has passed to rest. 
Maurice. (Aside.) This suspense I cannot bear. 

(To Rose.) 1 entreat yon, let me but see her. 
Rose. Monsieur, the truth I will no longer hide. 

Valerie. Still, still, I am a prisoner. 

[The Requiem is again heard within, the Chapel bell tolling' 

Maurice. (Aside.) Again ! my heart sinks within me. 
Rose, Hear you these solemn strains and tolling bell ? 

Maurice. Oh, agony ! speak — be quick ! 

Rose. They are for one now cold in death 

And in our Chapel laid. Her name was Valerie. 

[Maurice, overcome with grief, staggers, as he cries out — 
Maurice. O Valerie ! Valerie I dead! dead! dead! 

[But in the act of falling is caught by Pierre, who rushes forward^ ex- 
claiming — 

Pierre. What can have befallen him ? 

Rose. (In dismay^ and about entering the Convent.) "What have I done ? 

Valerie. (Seizing the opportunity to reach the gate.) Away ! Away ! 

CHORUS. 

Requiem seternem ! 
Requiem aeternem ! 

[ The procession — the Acoh/tes with candles lighted — begins to slowly emerge 

from the Chapel, as the shades of evening deepen. Tableau and slow 

curtain, ^ 

[Endof Actlin 



ACT IV. 

THE PRIMA DONNA. 



A handsome Reception Room in the house oj Mile, Lecroix, Rose 
lazily etuconced in an arm-chair^ R., a little feather dust-bmsh in 
her hand. 

Rose, Well, I really am tired. Not exactly with hard work either, 
for my place is an easy one. (Rising.) But then it's so tiresome to ^o 
day after day through the same round of duties, like a machine, without 
excitement or sensation of any kind whatever. {She proceeds, by Jits and 
starts, to leisurely dust and arrange the furniture, as she continues speak- 
ing.) Mademoiselle is as quiet and demure as a nun, receives veiy few 
visitors, gives no gay parties, and whenever I make friendly advances, in- 
viting her confidence, haughtily orders me to some menial duty. I had 
not expected this, when ^le. Liecroix was plain Valerie Cadoche and I 
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— the little doorkeeper of the Convent of Our Lady---more her friend than 
her servant. But she has kept her promise and done for me all that I 
could ask, save being made her confidante; and that^ of course, {sighs 
lugubriously) — although I am crazy for it — ^it would be very unreasonable 
in me to expect. {Gives a spasmodic brush at the furniture^ and stopping 
suddenly, speaks in a thoughtful and kind of confidential tone.) But I know 
that she has some secret that weighs heavily upon her mind — something 
that I should like, oh ! how much, to know. What can it be ? Fhe only 
clue I have to it is a little song that she sings very often ; though I don't 
believe it's in any of her grand operas ; it's too simple and sad, just like 
the longing of her heart for something she hasn't got. 

[Mlle. Lecroix is heard singing the Romanza., '• Tell me, ah ! tell me. 
why this sadness^^"* sotto voce., in the adjoining apartment 

Rose, Ah, there it is. She sings it always when she's sad, and as of- 
ten grows sad singing it. Well, I won't bother my brain about it ; per- 
haps some day it will all come out and then I shall know. If now I only 
had a beau what a relief that would be, to be sure, to the monotony of 
my existence. Let me see, what kind of a one would I like ? 

SONG-.— Rose. (No. 24.) 
1. 

My lover must be handsome, 

Well formed and graceful, too, 
With magnificent moustache. 

And eyes of heavenly blue ; 
And his hair must be quite curly, 

And his voice rich, soft, and deep, 
And his teeth quite small and pearly, 

And through coral portals peep. 

2. 

And when he speaks his glances 

Must be full of love and truth, 
But with care must all advances 

Be made by this dear youth. 
I'll not be a conquest easy. 

But will sometimes haughty be, 
And, when he tries to tease me, 

Will frown quite frigidly. 

3. 

However, I'll not dally 

Too long upon the road, 
For my purpose 'tis to marry- 
Not my beau to madness goad. 
So, a little love and cooing, 

And, for change, a little strife- 
Then will end the days of wooing. 
And I'll be somebody's wife. 

[During the singing of the last verse Pierre enters the room., c, and 
stands watching Rose until she has finished singing, 

Pierre, {Sotto voce,) Ah! Mlle. Lecroix herself. What a charming 
voice and retined manner ! I am honored indeed. 

[Assumes a very pompous bearing. 

Rose, {Sotto voce., perceiving Pierre.) A strange gentleman ! A Duke 
or Count, at the very least. 

[They advance toward each other with great politeness, 

Pierre. (Bowing low.) Madame ! 

Rose, {Curtseying deferentially.) Monsieur I 

Pierre, I have the honor to announce to you that my master 

[Hose starts^ and stares at him inquiringly. 
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Rose, {Sharply,) Your master ! Mj^ mistress- 



Pierre, ( With surprise.) Your mistress ! Then you are not Made- 
moiselle Lecroix? 

Rose, {Pettishly.) No, indeed. And now, Knight of the Blacking 
Brush and Bootjack, pray tell me how you came to walk into my lady's 
apartments in this unceremonious manner. Ugh ! Where's your polite- 
ness, I'd like to know ? 

Pierre, {Jestingly^ and chucking her under the chin.) Come, come, my 
fair Tartar, curb that pretty little passion of yours, and I'll tell you. The 
fact is, the Concierge told me to walk up stairs, and the door of the corri- 
dor being open, and you too busy singing to hear my knock, I walked in. 
Is that satisfactory, my charming Lady of the Dustpan and Broomstick ? 

[Laying his hand upon his heart and bowing low. 

Rose, You are an impertinent — {aside^) he's not so bad looking either, 
and I was just wishing for a beau — {aloud to him^) and had better be going 
about your business and leave me to miue. 

[Brushes past Pierre, and begins vigorously dusting and arranging the 
furniture, 

DUO.— Rose and Pierbb. (No. 25.) 

Pierre. Oh, cruel one ! I will not leave thee 

Till I've pressed these lips to thine ; 
I will love thee — if thou'll let me — 
And will thus thy form entwine. [He tries to embrace her. 

Rose. Get away, you saucy fellow ! 

Do you think I'll look at you ? 
Should I tell my brother, Gelot, 
He would run you through and ihrough ! [Imitates a sword thrust. 

Pierre. But one kiss before we sever 

Surely you will not deny ; 
I, who am your slave forever. 
You'll consent to gratify. 
Rose. No ! and if you seek to take it 

I will call out loud for aid. 
Pierre. What a foolish fuss about it 

You are making, pretty maid. 
Rose. Just one kiss ! that's one too many — 

You'll not get it, that I vow ! 
No, no, no, no ! that's one too many ; 
No, no, no, never ! 
Pieire Just one kiss before we sever ; 

I will get it, that I vow ! 
Yes, yes, yes, ves ! before we sever, 
Yes, yes, before we sever. 

[He chases her in and out among the furniture of the 'apartment. 

Rose. Not so fast. Monsieur ! [As Pibrre misses her. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! 
Pierre. You may taunt with your laughter. 

But I almost had you cornered. 
Rose. Still you missed it, after all. 

Pierre. Better luck next time awarded, 

I'll succeed. [He stumbles. 

Rose. No ! no ! you'll fall. 

Pierre' (Leaning against an arm-chair.) Ain't you tired ? 
Rose. {Also resting.) I am, surely. 
Pierre. (Eagerly.) Why are you, then, so uniuly ? 

Come now, kiss me, and be done ; 

I cannot say I like this fun. 
Rose. No, I will not. 

Pierre. (With determination.) Then I will do it, 

And I promise you shall rue it. 

[Pierre recommences his efforts to cff^c)^ Rose, icho ob.structs the way with 
chairs^ over which Pierre stujnbles, causing considerable racket 
and nearly falling . 

Rose. (Laughing heartily. Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Pierre (A cry of pain as he stumbles against the table.) Ugh ! 
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Rose. Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Just one kiss— that's one too many — 

You'll not get it, that I vow ; 

You will not get it ; no, you'll not get it ! 

No, no, no ! you will not, tliat I vow ! 

No, no ! no, no ! no, no ! 
Pierre. Just one kiss before we sever ! 

I will get it, that I vow ! 

Yes, I will get it ; yes, I will get it, that I vow : 

Yes, that I vow ! yes, yes ! yes, yes ! yes, yes ! 

[M. Oadoche, attracted hy the noise^ appears in the doorway^ c, and re- 
gards Rose and Pierre with looks of astonishment and displeasure' 

TRIO EN CANON.— Rose, Pikrrk, and M. Cadochb. (No. 26.) 

M. Cadoche, (Coming forward, &«<ioecn Rose an^ Pierre.) 

What disturbance this you're making? 

In my house great liberties you're taking ! 

Q,uick ! explain why, all noise hating, 

I must bear with it and you ! 
Pierre. (Apologetically.) Nought of harm had I intended ; 

Let your judgment be suspended ; 

Till I have myself defended, 

And I'll tell the story true. 
M. Cadoche. (To Pierre.) Why are you then here ? 

Not for good, I fear ; 

You've been apprehended 

In a strait I can't see through. 
Rose. (Dra.wing M. Cadoche a little to one side.) Now, Monsieur, give me attention 

I will show why this contention : 

Stranger he, love dared to mention, 

And from his embrace I flew. 
Pierre. (Drawing him to the other.) Here, Monsieur, now listen : 

She tells her own version — 

Quite a base invention — 

That I wrong meant is far from true. 
Jf. Cadoche. (Strugfling between the two.) Well, I heed ; but speak not both : 

To be deafened thus I'm loth ; 

Must I then make mention 

That I hear not both of yon. 
Rose . Still, no harm he may have meant, 

Nor on mischief been intent ; 

So let it pass, if he will tell 

What he wants both quick and well. 
Pierre. True, it is no harm I meani. 

Nor on mischief was intent ; 

So let it pass, and I will tell 

What I want, both quick and well. 
M. Cadoche. It may be no harm you meant 

Nor on mischief were intent ; 

So let it pass, if you will tell 

What you want, both quick and well . 
Rose. Only tell what your mission, 

Only tell, both quick and well. 
Pierre. I will tell you what my my mission, 

I will tell, quick and well. 
M, Cadoche. Tell me what your mission. 

Pray then tell me, quick and well. 

All. No offence where none»g intended. 

Thus the matter's soonest mended, 
And we all feel quite contented 
Thus to let the matter rest. 
No offence ! no offence ! no offence ! 

M. Cadoche, {To Rose.) You caa leave iis. Rose. 
Rose, {Going out.) What a pretty predicament to be caught in, to be 
sure ! Thank Heaven, I got out of it as well as I did. 

[Exit, R. 

M. Cadoche. And now, Monsieur, pray what is your business here 
Pierre, I suppose I have the honor of addressing Monsieur Lecroix ? 
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M. CadocJie. I am certainly the father of Mile. Lecroix, but as mj^ 
daughter is known professionally by her mother's family name, it hap- 
pens that my name is not Lecroix, but Cadoche, at your service. 

Pierre, {Appearing suT'prised^ and somewhat excited.) Cadoche? Ca- 
doche ? 

M, Cadoche, {Testily.) Cadoche? Yes, Cadoche! Pray, is there 
anything remarkable about it ? Or perhaps you are a little hard of hear- 
ing. Monsieur? 

Fien*e. Neither, Monsieur, but that I once, years ago, had a dear 
friend of that name. We were comrades together in Ja Grand Arniee^ 
(M. Cadoche, in his turn., appears surprised and excited^) and once upon 
the battle-field, after the carnage was over, he found me wounded and 
left for dead. He carried me into camp, where I received proper medi- 
cal care, and soon recovered. And in token of this new bond of fraternal 
union — for, but for him, I should have perislied — we exchanged the 
rings which we happened to wear, and inside of which our names were 
engraved. See., {taking off a ailver ring and pointing to the inscription.) 
''Jean Cadoche." 

M. Cadoche. {Much moved.) And see, {taking off a similar ring and 
showing it to Pierre.) " Pierre Gojon !" 

[They embrace affectionately., kissing each other according to the French 
manner— first on one cheek and then on the other, 

DUO.— PiB?iRE AND M. Cadoche. (No. 27.) 

Both. Dear old comrade, what a pleasure 

Thus to meet though years have fled, 
Since abreast to martial measure, 
On to victory we sped,, 
Pierre. There was Lutzen ! 

M. Cadoche. And there Marengo ! 

Pierre. There was Bautzen ! 

M. Cadoche. And there Smolensko ! 

Both. Ah ! how the memory of these battles 

Fills our hearts with majtial pride, 
As again we fight them over, 
Standing once more side by side. 
M. Cadoche. ( With descriptive action.) Guns right and left and all around : 
Pierre. Here, infantry ; there, cavalry ; 

The slain together on the ground — 
M. Cadoche. In death there is no rivalry. 

Both. Up, up, to Heaven, the smoke ascends. 

Hard to distinguish friend from foe : 
But when at night the battle ends. 

The moon's pale beams the carnage show. 
Dear old comrade, what a pleasure 

Thus to meet, though years have fled 
Since abreast to martial measure. 
On to victory we sped. 
Pierre. There was Lutzen ! 

M. Cadoche. And there Marengo ! 

Pierre. There was Bautzen ! 

M. Cadoche. And there Smolensko ! 

Both. Ah ! how ihe memory of these battles 

Fills our hearts with martial pride, 
As agam we fight them over, 
Standing once more side by side. 

M. Cadoche, {Warmly,) Yes, my dear Pierre, this is one of the hap- 
piest days of my life. But pray tell me how you have been occupied 
since I left you in the arm5^ 

Pierre. Gladly, but first let me apprise you of the nature of my 
errand here. It was to announce that my master, Monsieur the Director 
of the Opera, would wait upon Mile. Lecroix in an hour's time. 
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M, Cadoche. All, hideed ? We must then lose no time in informing 
my daughter. {Looks at his watch,) Indeed, tlie time has so quickly 
Ilovvn tliat Monsieur, if ijunctual, may arrive at any moment. Come with 
me., dear friend, to my own apartment, where we can smoke our pipes 
unmolested, and talk togetiier over old times. Come, and I will have 
your message at once given to my daughter. 

Pierre. {As they retire^ ami in arm,) Thank you. 

[Exit both^ c. 

\Enter MliLE. Lecroix, r.] 

Mile, Lecroix. How fruitless the ellbrt to realize the change in my 
fortunes, wliich lias made the little street singer the successful prima 
doniia^ and which has enabled me, by availing myself of the most skillful 
medical treatment, to ett'ect the complete restoration of my dear father's 
eyesight. And yet, with all this good fortune, I am not liappy. Child 
though I was, I li^ve never forgotten the one friend who smiled upon, 
and so generously aided us in our days of misfortune and poverty. 
(Sighs deejAy.) Time but shows me how true and abiding was the at- 
tachment of my young heart, and, instead of diminishing it, has served 
to increase it ton-fold. To myself I may acknowledge ray love — the 
more so that it is hopeless ; but how hard to dissemble in the presence of 
others, and hide an aching heart beneath a smiling contenance. 

ROMANZA— Mlle. Lecroix. (No. 28.) 

1. 

How oft beneath a sniilin? face 

A sorrowing heart is hidden, 
And gladsome words tne lips but grace, 
And only take the sad thoughts' place 

That fill the mind nnchidden. 

2. 

None can the surface see below, 

Or in the heart's recesses ; 
There saddest mem'ries ebb and flow, 
And cankering thoughts find birth and grow. 

And multiply distresses. 

3. 

To-day, indeed, the smile may bloom ; 

To-morrow — will the aching 
Reach the life's core, and bring the gloom 
That points to the awaiting tomb — 

To rest the heart that's breaking. 

[Exit slowly^ Li. 

[Enter Rose and M. Remon, c] 

Rose, This way. Monsieur. If j^ou will be seated here I will at once 
announce you to Mademoiselle Lecroix. 

M. Remon, {Seating himself,) Thank you, I will make myself at 
home. 

Rose. {Aside as she goes out^ L.) What a nice gentleman, to be sure. 

[Exit^ L. 

M, Remon. {Sighing.) Well, well ! I wonder what this Mile. Lecroix 
will be like ? I once cherished the hope that, as my fortunes had changed 
for the worse, so might those of the sweet little singer who won my heart 
have altered for the better, and that we might some time meet again in 
the course of what is now, from necessity, my profession. But ah ! how 
cruelly was that hope crushed when, apparently upon the eve of meeting 
her again, 1 learned that Death had claimed her for his own. Yet I can- 
not tear her image from my heart, though I dare not think of her as 
other than an inhabitant of the world above ! 
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REO. AND ROMANZA. (No. 29.) 

Yes, she has doubtless passed away 
To the realms of endless day — 
I in sorrow still must lanjcuish, 
Till the grave has eased my ^nguish. 

1. 

Sadly do I sigh and ponder 

O'er the devious ways of fate, 
And, as back and forth I wander, 

Irksome find my lone estate, 
Thinking ever in the day time. 

Dreaming ever through the night, 
Of one passed beyond earth's coniineB, 

From the darkness into light. 



Still her image will I cherish 
Deep within my heart's recess — 

It shall only with life perish — 
Saddest joy and fond distress. 

Angels, bear to her these tidings, 
Tell her that I love her still ; 

Nought I fear her gentle chidings, 
Since I bow to Heaven's will ! 



M, Eemon. But here comes Mile. Lecroix, I presume ; and I must 
again assume the mask of complacency. 

{Enter Mllb. Lecroix, l.] 

Mile, L, {Advancing towards and saluting M. Remon.) Monsieur le 
Directeur, I believe ? 

M. Remon, The same. Madame ; and I presume I have the honor of 
addressing Mile. Lecroix? 

[ Upo7i first hearing M. RemON'S voice^ Mlle. LeCROIX stai^ts, hut quickly 
represses any sign of agitation. 

Mlle, L, Yes, Monsieur, pi*ay be seated. 

{They sit down at opposite sides of the table, 

M. Remon, I have come, Madame, upon the part of the management 
of the Grand Opera, to procure your signature to the contract, based 
upon the understanding arrived at by letter, and which I now beg to lay 
before you. 

{Hands her the contract^ 

Mlle, L, {Taking and glancing ai it,) Thank you. Monsieur, I per- 
ceive that tlie document in dupliciite is already signed for the manage- 
ment, and, if you will excuse me, I will retire for a few moments, ex- 
amine the papers, and append my signature. 

{Rises, 

M, Remon, {Also rising.) Certainly, Madame; I will wait yom* 
pleasure. 

Mlle, Lecroix, Thank you; I ^vill not detain you unnecessarily 
long. 

[M. Remon bows, resumes his seat, and occupies himself with a book, 
whilst MlIjE. L., glancing back at hi?n as she nears the door, Xi., seems 
gi'eatly moved. 

{Sotto voce.) Tliis gentleman — strange ! How vividly does the past come 
up before me, and I seem to stand again in the presence of one whose 
lace I shall never more behold. 

{Exit, L. 
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SOENA AND ARIA. (No. 30 ) 
[Mlle. L. singing^ sotto voce^ in the adjoining apartment,] 

Tell me. ah ! tell ine, why this sadness 
Spreads o'er my heart its gloomy pall ; 

Is't that I love where love is madness. 
And hope is far beyond recall ? 

[M. Remon, Upon recognizing the song, starts up, listens breathlessly, and 

with agitation increasing each moment, and appears to question the 

reality of the situation, 

M. Remon. That song ! my own ! I cannot be deceived ! 

A hope I'd ceased to cherish 
Now agitates my breast ! 
And yet, why dare I not hope ! 
None else conld surely know it. 

ARIA. 

That song, the language of my heart, 
"When erst I felt love's joy and pain, 
Now to the hope fresh life imparts 
That we ere long shall meet again. 

None else could know that simple lay 
Than her I've loved, though parted long; 
And now the gloom shall pass away 
Before the magic of that song. 

That song, the language of my heart. 
When erst with love my bosom ihriHed, 
Love's link shall prove, and yet my dream 
Of happiness shall be f ullllled. 

M. Remon. Yes, yes, it must be ; it is, indeed, the little street singer, the 
intensity of my love for whom I only fully realized when I tliouglit her 
lost to me forever in this world. But I must not discover myself 
too suddenly to her. My own ardent passion raa^'^ not be reciprocated. 
{With extreme agitation.) Aye, even may the place in her heart 
I fain would occupy, be held by another. But I must calm myself, for 
she comes this way and must not witness my unseemly agitation. But, 
{speaking thoughtfully and quickly,) how shall I learn aught of her 
feelings towards me without discovering myself to her? — Ah ! I have it. 

[Enter Mlle. Lecroix, l.] 

Mile. L. {Handing him the contract.) Here, Monsieur, is the contract, 
duly signed ; and our professional acquaintance liaving commenced so 
auspiciously, I shall hope to enumerate Monsieur le Directeur among my 
personal friends. 

M. Remon. You are very kind, Madame. But pardon me — I could not 
but hear the sad air you were humming in the adjacent apartment a 
moment ago, and it seemed to me — I may be mistaken, however — that I 
recognized in it the production of one whom I knew well in former years, 
and whose misfortunes excited my heartfelt sympathy. 

Mlle. L, {Excitedly.) Ah ! tell me ; pray tell me all you know about 
him. Does he still live? Wiiere is he? I — I — 

{Hesitates, with emotion and embarrassment. 

M. Remon, What was his name ? 

Mlle L.' I never knew it. I was then but a child, and the acquaint- 
ance was an accidental one — the gentleman kindly taking an interest in 
my father and myself in days of darkest trial. But he strangely dis- 
appeared during my serious illness, and we have never been able to 
recover any trace of him. 

M. Remon. Still, it may not be the same. If you will permit me, 
however, I will sing enough of the song to enable you to judge whether 
it may be the same composition or not, and we can thus arrive at a cer- 
tainty as to whether we refer to the same person. 
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Mile. L. {Earnestly.) Pray proceed, Monsieur ; I am all anxiety to 
know, and, if possible, to obtain some clue by wiiich to find him. 

SCENA AND DUO. (No. 31.) 

M. Remon. Tell me, ah ! tell me why this sadness 

Spreads o'er my heart its gibomy pall- 
Is' t that I love where love is madness, 
And hope is far beyond recall ? 

Mile. L. {Aside.) 'Tis it ! 'Tis it! The song he wrote, 

Whose image never from, my mind has fled ; 
And he — and he — though unforgotten. 

May perhaps be numbered 'mong the dead. 
Or, if he lives, I may forgotten be. 

Oh, longing dreary ! Oh, waiting weary ! 
One loved again to see. 

Yet something whispers—" Hope still ! 
In store for thee is joy !" 

{Addressing M. Remon.) 

{Rec. ) 'Tis it, indeed : Oh, tell mo 
Where shall I find him ? 

Remon. {With ardor and passion) Oh, Valerie ! do you not then know me ? 

[Takes the withered Jlowers from his hosom. 

See ! these withered flowers you once gave me 

Shall serve to prove me your long-lost friend, 

And now your ardent lover ; IKneels at her feet. 

And well I know, by those sweet eyes, 

I love nox in vain . 

DUO. 

Mile- L. {Raising him.) No, no ! while high my heart is beating 

I shall not frown on your entreating ; 

Too long I've hoped for this glad meeting 

With aught than fondest joy to greet you now. 
M. Remon. Ah ! through these years I've dearly loved thee ; 

Thank Heaven that thou hast also loved me. 

Now shall our paths ne'er parted be. 

In life, in death, to all eternity. 
Mile. L. Thou'st dearly loved me, 

E'en as I loved thee. 

Ne'er parted shall our paths be, 

In life, in death, to all eternity! 
M Remon. Ah ! loved one, how this moment 

All my grief repays with bliss. 

As in mine arms 1 fold thee, - 

And thy warm^ lips fondly kiss : 

A dream from which no waking 

Can rob me of my prize. 

Or to thy heart bring grieving, 

Or sad tears to thy eyes. 
Mile. L. No— nought my heart shall know but gladness. 

Whilst thou lovest me— only me : 

Fond love shall chase away all sorrow 

From thee and me — from me and thee ! 
Both. From thee and m^e — f rem ine and thee ! 

Fond love shall chase away all sorrow 

From thee and me — from me and thee ! 

Aye ! love shall sorrow chase away 

From thee and me — from me and thee ! 

Mile. L. But now, dearest friend, let me hasten to explain why I failed 
to fulfill the eno;agement made upon tiie occasion of that first and only 
visit to your house, five years ago. 

M. Remon, {Interrupt in(j her.) I know it already, Valerie. {Mile, L. 
regards him loith surpnse.) You were taken ill and conveyed to the Con- 
vent of Our Lady. But this — though constantly seeking j'^ou — 1 did not 
learn for many months ; and then, upon going to the Convent, I was in- 
formed you had just died; and, indeed, heard the Reqmem chanted, as I was 
told— /br you. 
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Mile, L, For me ? There is some strange mystery hei-e ! But ah ! I 
begin now to understand it all. 

M, Eemon, Meanwhile, sudden and unexpected misfortunes overtook 
me and robbed me of my wealth, even while I was prosecuting my search 
f©r you ; and, when I had recovered from the first keen sense of mortifi- 
cation, I connected myself with the management of the Grand Opera, as 
the most congenial occupation open to me ; and within but a few weeks, 
upon the decease of the Director, I was appointed in his place. 

Mile, L, Ah, how little I thouglit, in accepting the call to Lyons, that 
I should find in the Director of the Opera— my quondam and never-for- 
gotten friend, Maurice Remon. 

M. Eemon, {Emhrocing her.) As I, dearest Valerie, little expected to 
discover in the successful prima donna — Mile. Lecroix — the little street 
singer of former days, my own long-lost love. 

Mile, L. ( Withdrawing from his embrace,) But here comes m> 
father. How delighted he will be. 

[Enter M. Cadoche and Pierre.] 

M, Cadoche, {Affectionately.) Ah ! my child. 

Mile, L, {Eagerly^ and regardless o/* Pierre, who lingers a step or two 
behind.) Father, dearest father, you know not the happiness in store for 
f you ! This gentleman. Monsieur Remon, Director of the Opera, (M. Ca- 
doche advances and gives his hand to M. Remon who grasps it warmly.) 
is no other than the kind friend in our days of misfortune, whom we so 
strangely lost sight of, but whom Providence now as unexpectedly re- 
stores to us. 

fM. Cadoche and Pierre both manifest surprise, 

M, Cadoche, What ! Can I believe it ! 

M. Remon. Indeed, no other, Monsieur Cadoche ; and too happj^ for 
utterance at this joyful re-union. 

M, Cadoche, Ah ! now I recognize the voice. Providence, as you 
perceive, Monsieur, has smiled upon us since we last met, and to-day my 
cup of happiness is filled to overflowing. ]^ot one lost friend only have I 
found — but two; for in Pierre Gojon {taking him affectionately by the hand) 
behold a dear comrade in arms, to whom I am bound by the memories of 
many a midniglit camp-fire, weary march, and blood-stained field. 

Mile. L. {Advancing towai^ds PiERRE.) Pierre Gojon, indeed, of whom 
you have so often told me ? {Gives him her hand,) Welcome, thrice wel- 
come. Monsieur Gojon, to the happiest little circle of friends to be found 
to-day in the city of Lyons. 

Pierre, {Affected,) You are too kind, Mademoiselle, and I am too happy 
to find words to express my thanks. Permit me. 

\Bows^ and kisses her hand deferentially^ 

M, Remon. Well, Pierre, {advancing and giving him his hand;) you 
have been very faithful and steadfast to me, showing abilities beyond 
your station, and, in my misfortunes, revealing a heart that stamps its 
possessor as one of nature's noblemen. I cannot knight you for your 
fealty, Pierre, but it has long been my intention to testify my regard for 
you by advancing you to some position more honorable and profitable. 
It is now in my power to do so, and what more auspicious oftcasion than 
this ? My private secretary, as you know, has been called to Paris, and 
in his place I take my friend, Pierre Gojon. 

Pierre, (Wringing M. Remon's hand warmly, and much affected) 
Thanks, Monsieur, thanks ! 
Mile, L. {To her father) How good and kind ! 
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[The Chorus of Act II is heard otitside.] 

Ltd us then be gay and festive, 
Let us cast all care away, etc. 

M. Remoti. Tliat familiar song, that for so long I have not heard ! 
How singular the coincidence ! 

Pierre, The singers are doubtless your friends, Monsieur. 

M, Cculoche^ If friends of Monsieur Rernon, let them by all means be 
called in to share our pleasure, and *'the more the merrier." 

[Exit^ hastily^ C. 
[Enter ROSB, R.] 

Rose, Madame, the Comtesse d'lvry, Madame Bertonet, and other 
»ruests have arrived and are in the ante-chamber. 

Mile, L. {To Rose.) Show them here at once. Rose. {Exit Rose, k.) 
{To M. Remon.) They are friends of mine, Maurice, whom I havc invited 
to din^ with me to-day, and you, of course, will now make one of the 

party. 

M, Reman, I shall be delighted to meet them. 

[Enter M. CadoOHE, De BELLEVILLE, and Qen'.lemen ; and RoSE and 

Ladies, 

M, Cadoche, Welcome, friends, one and all. 

De Belleville, Ah ! Monsieur Remon. we were Just upon our way to 
your house, to hear you good tidings. 

M, Remon, Indeed ! Good fortune rules the day. And pray what now 
has happened ? 
De Belleville, Your cousin Gaspard is dead ! 

M, Rernon, {Shocked,) And call you that good tidings? 'Tis true for 
years he has enjoyed all the worldly possessions which once were mine, 
but his claim he proved by a legal will ; and, as I bore him no grudge liv- 
ing, so I cannot now rejoice at his death. 

De Belleville, {Hastily.) But that will was FORGED ! {General sensa- 
tion.) He confessed all, before receiving priestly absolution, and the es- 
tate, so long withheld from its rightful owner, is once more yours. 

Mile, L. Madonna be praised ! 
[All press,, with their congratulations,, around M. RemoN. who is much af- 
fected. Meanwhile,, PlERRE makes up to RoSE, arid indicates by his by- 
play his desire to follow the example of M. RemON and MlLE. LeCROIX, 
to which, after first feigning reluctance, RoSE assents, and he draws her 
arm within his own. All then comefonvard, with MlLE. LeCROTX in the 
center ; M. Remon to her right, and then RoSE and PiERRE ; and on her 
left, M. Cadoche arid De Belleville. 

RONDO ALLA POLACOA. (No. 32.) 

ARIA AND CHORUS. 

Mile. L. Morning after night must follow, 

Always sunshine storm succeeds ; 

Then, why borrow anxious sorrow ? 

Joy will follow grief indeed ! 

Ev'ry cloud's its silver lining, 

Tho' by mortal eyes unseen; 

Folly then t' indulge repining— 

As it hope had never been. 
Morning after night, etc. 

Friend from friend may long be parted, 

Hope itself have quite departed ; 

But trust the morrow to heal ihy sorrow, 

Friends parted long may meet again ; 

Yes, parted friends may meet again. 
Chorus. Friends maybe parted. 

Yet trust, parted friends 

May meet again. 
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Mile. L. 



Vhorus. 



Mile. L, 



Chorus. 



Ah ! then thy joy shall be complete, 

Life -with ardor fresh replete ; 

Earth more bright than e'er will seem, 

Sorrow past nought but a dream, 

And the days will swiftly glide 

Away for you. 

Brighter will srem 

The davs gliding 

Away for you. 

Ah ! morning after night will follow, 

Always sunshine storm succeeds ; 

Then, why borrow anxious sorrow ? 

Joy will follow grief indeed ! 

Joy after pain will come again ! 
Ah ! morning after night, etc. 

Aye, joy ! Aye, joy ! Joy ! 
Joy afier pain will come ngain I 
Aye, joy indeed ! Aye, joy indeed ! 
Aye, joy ! Yes, joy ! ' 



M. Eemon. Dearest Valerie, our happiness is nearly complete. Cer- 
tain r am that your father will not disapprove our union, and this very 
day shall another contract he signed by Valerie Cadoche Lecroix and 
Maurice Remon, to which all these friends shall be witnesses, and which 
shall make you mine forever. 

M. Cadoche. {Uniting their hands.) Take her. Monsieur Remon ; 1 dare 
not oppose, if I would, for evidently Heaven has ordained that such faith- 
ful love should find its reward. 

Pierre. {At the side^ and rather out of general view; sotto voce^ slightly 
raising and extending his hands.) Bless you, my children. 

Mile. L. Ah ! dearest Maurice, how little did we think, when first I 
sang that sweet but simple song, and gave you tlie little bunch of bright 
rtowers, in tribute of childish aftection and gratitude, that, treasured 
through the lapse of j'ears, these should be the tokens of our recognition 
and mutual fidelity. And, though thej^ have fulfilled now their heavenly 
mission, they shall still ever remain — '* Treasured Tokens.'' 



Chorus. 



Mile. L. 

M. Cadoche. 
M. Remon. 
Pierre. 

Rose. 

Sol' and 
Chorus. 

M. Remon. 



Chorus. 

Soli and 
Chorus. 



FINALE. (No. 33.) 

See! their happiness completed, 

Fate's hard judgments all defeated, 

Past and gone all care and sorrow, 

Nought but hopes to gild the morrow. 

Thougrh no vows of love were spoken — . 

Silent troth was kept unbroken. 

Sacred as each treasured token, 
Through the circling years. 

Ah. treasured tokens ! treasured tokens! 

Dearer now than e'er. 

Ah, treasured tokens ! 

Dearer now than e'er. 
Our hearts are, through the spell they've woven. 

Lighter now than air. 

The spell they've woven. 

Lighter now than air. 
) Treasured tokens ! treasured tokens ! 
\ Dearer now than e'er. 

Now no doubtings of the morrow, 

Or sad mem'ries of the past. 
Can our hearts o'ershade with sorrow. 
Or our spirits overcast. 
Then be gay all the day, 
Fly the hours quick away ! 
i No more sorrow ! bright to-morrow ! 
I Make to-day, then, holiday ! 
Make to-day glad holiday ! 
Holiday ! holiday ! holiday ! 
Make then to-day glad holiday. 



[END OF THE OPERA.j 



[Quick curtain. 
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